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‘CADBURY'S. “COCOA 


“ Represents the Standard of highest purity at present attainable in Cocoa.”—Tue Lancet. 
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MR. HEINEMANN’S NEW BOOKS. 
T'MBUCTOO THE MYSTERI- 


Pours Deseo With 16 |Dustre 
tone Tas hota and drawings made on the 
epot and |! » Pians. | Vol., demy ®v0, \2s. 64 


THE LIFE OF NELSON. #7 


ar Sowrnsy. A New Edition. Batted by 
wt Wiewat. With Portraits of Nelson after 
i a and of Lady Hamilton after 

rows Ovo, 6 


A BOOK OF SCOUNDRELS. 


«A wancee Warecer., With a cover designed 
by Mr histier. | Vol, with a Prontiepiece, 7s. 64 


LIFE THE ACCUSER. by 


a age Author of “A Superflacus 
Woman ithe. net 


THE OTHER HOUSE. By 


Hewee James. 2 Vols, 0s, net. 


ANDRIA. By Percy WHITE, 

Aathor of “ Mr. Railey-Martin.” 1 Vol, 6 
An illastrated Mest of announcements post free. 

London: Wu. HEINEMANN, 21, Bedford #t., W ( 


“PUNCH” 


is being set up every week by 


LINOTYPE COMPOSING MACHINES. 


THE STANDARD 
LIFE ASSURANCE COMPANY. 


ESTABLISHED 1825. 
Accumulated Fund, 8 Millions Stg. 


NEW 
REDUCED 


2 RATES. 
Se WITHOUT PROFITS. 


EBDINBU RGH,3,George 8t.( Head OMece). 

LONDON, 863, King William Street, B.O. 
8, Pall Mall Bast, 5.W. 

DUBLIN, 66, Upper Backville Street. 


Branches & Agencies in India & the Colonies. 


EPPS’S 


CRATEFUL—COMFORTING 


Romney 











‘TRY IT IN YOUR BATH. 





SCRUBB'S soosessu 


Netreshing asa Turk 
Invaluable for all Toile 
Splendid Cleansing 






y is. Bottle for six to ten Baths. 


« ~~ RA VIEST POSSLNLE VLATING. 


MAPPIN & WEBB’S 
PRINCE'S PLATE. 


(Reep.) 


“HIGHEST ATTAINABLE 
QUALITY.” ( 


ll 


ELLOUS PREPARATION 


tion for the Hair. 
Removes Stains and Grease Spots from Clothing, Etc. 
res the Colour to Carpets. 

Cleans Plate and Jewellery. 
all Grocers, Chem ists, Etc. 


SCRUBB & OO., 32b Southwark Street, S.E. 
MANUFACTURERS OF SCRUBB’S ANTISEPTIC SKIN SOAP 


(DIAMOND 


The Choicest 


AMMONIA 





ish Bath. 
t Purposes. 





— | Perowne on the ss. 


ORNAMENTS.) 


Quality 
in the World. 


LUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE 


COLDSMITHS COMPANY, 
Show Rooms: 112, REGENT ST., W. 


Avsointee Sreazoscoric Courant.) 








“UNEQUALLED FOR HARD WEAR.” 








(Under Royal Patronage) 


SPECIALITE 


ONLY ADDRESS: 


Noconnection with 
Worth of Paris. 











THE 


“PASTEUR” 
(Chamberland) FI LT E R. 


“The Standard of Efficient Filtra- 
tion.” —Barrisn Meproat Jovrwat. 

“A real preventative of water- 
borne disease.”’—Laxcer. 


Note. 
Mark * 





GOCOA 


| “FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE.” bb 


CLARKE’S } 


WORLD-PAMED | 


BLOOD MIXTURE 


Is warranted to cleanse the blood from all 
| impurities, from whatever cause arising. 
For Serofula, Scurvy, Bad Legs, 
| Skin and xl Diseases, Pimples and 
| Sores of all kinds, its effects are mar- 
| vellous. It is the only real specific for 
| Gout and Rheumatic Pains, for it removes | 

| 





the couse from the blood and bones. 
Thousands of wonderful cures have been 
| effected by it. In bottles, 2s. 9d. and Ms. 
each, of Chemists everywhere 


| BEWARE OF WORTHLESS IMITATIONS. 








for 4s. to 


To be had at the Stores, on ane Dealers, 
or from the M. 


J. DEFRIES & SONS, 
— 147, Houxsprren, Loxpos, E.C. London, 


~~ A LAXATIVE, REFRESHING FRUIT —— 





havin 

wel 
with «a 
AR 


where, or sent 


£10 REWARD. — Buyers | a 
other races not Saneiag e trade mark 
to ee 


address. 
GEIBON & CO. 


ecA Rie 





Ventinat®™ 


BRACES. 


None bearing the Trade 


Genuine unless 
*ACARIC.” wfall eae ond, stores every- 
post free on receipt of Posta! 
“- Bept.,¢, Philip Lane, london, E. 


as Acarica, are 
bove 
is, 16, and m 
E.C., and all Sia Moh, Onempaie 


WORTH et Cie. 


\CORSETS 


(endiemen for every a 
of Corset. 


134, NEW BOND ST., W. 


pow ge ¥ 


E, Coner, 
rare, 3 am, 
Por PORTUGAL. MOROCCO,CO} ome * 


string light, eleetric bei: 
cold baths, cuisine Manager: Peat | 
Sood “oor Head Offices, Fes 


arch Avenue pply to the 
frmyst § Fen ’ Fencmureh ; een, e London, B.( - ~~ 


Oftice, fs, U ockspur St, My 


91 GUINEA MEDITERRANEAN 

ay Lunn and Mr 
IDNIGHT SUN, 3.) ton, 
ena plight, ‘ndon Cala — belie des retary 





Cellenntinan 
bert Playfair, The Archdeacon of Manc hester, Pre 
Pull detali, Secretar Mahaffy, Lanciani, Canon Tristram he 
Secretary, 4, etary, 6, Endaleigh ( Gardens, XW 


HOWARD 


BEDFORD. 
hough, Hasrowp. Haymakers, 
Mowers, a 
Trussers, Fodder Presses, 0 
gines, and Portable - be 














PERFECTLY SIMPLE. 
SIMPLY PERFECT. 


Pocket Kodak 











A dainty little camera, weighing only 7 owes 

Can be slipped into the pocket, 

Makes pictures 1} X 2 inches. 

Leaded in daylight — no dark room 
necessary. 

Achromatic lens, with three stops. 





Improved rotary shutter always set for time o 
instantaneous exposures. View finder. (ounte. 


Complete with roll of film for 
12 exposures, 


£1 Is. 
EASTMAN Photographic 


Materials Co. Ltd. 
11g-t17 Oxford St., London, W. 





| VERY AGREEABLE TO TAKE. 


TAMA R constipation, 
INDIEN 
CRs | 


Headache. 


London: 47, Southwark Street, S.E. 


SOLD BY ALL CHEMISTS AND DRUGGISTS, 28. 64. A BOX. 


Hemorrhoids, Bile, Loss 
of Appetite, Gastric and 
Intestinal Troubles, 


Write for dreznssastunas pamphiet. post {re 





SUCHARD’S COCOA. 


Nature’s Choicest. 
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HUNTING IN A FOG, 


‘Seen THE Hounps, my Man?” ‘Avs, Str. THEY BE IN T’NEXT Fretp. AH CAN HEAR T’'HUNTSMAN A-SWEARIN’ AT ‘EM !” 


Great Assassin.” That was a good name for him, but what oanid 
WHAT WILL NOT BE SAID AT THE GUILDHALL ON THE NINTH. | be done when the Concert of Europe was a sham? He didn’t 


Tae Lorpv Cx-no-11-r remarked that the attention of the | mind telling those present (but he did not want it to go farther) 
Public had been recently attracted to the grievances of barristers | that England has a private understanding with Italy, of which 








| and solicitors. If outsiders did not understand the difficulties |Germany and Austria were to know nothing. As to nephew, 
| of the situation, it was because they did not comprehend the | the Leader of the House of Commons, he thought he gave up 
| origin of the argument. The fact was, that both branches of | too much time to golf, and far too little leisure to politics. 


the profession were willing to regard laymen as shells and liti- Mr. J-s-pnH CH-mB-RI-N was pleased to put in an appearance, 


| gation as the prime cause of the existence of the oyster. as it was always as well to speak when the noble Lord had sat 
| Lawyers naturally preferred the bivalve to its covering. So|down. He considered himself (and so did many others) the 


they clamoured for justice with, and not at, all costs. real Boss of the Ministry, or, at any rate, of the House 
A distinguished admiral, returning thanks for the Navy, said| of Commons. He believed in advertisements, but was 

that the country should recognise the importance of the Senior | rather annoyed at the cartoon in last week’s Punch, which 

Service. Patriotism was a most excellent thing, but it would | suggested that he had changed his principles now and 

not go very far without pay. An increased fleet meant rapid | again. But he had got out of it by saying that he was “in- 

promotion. So by all means let ships be procured as rapidly | consistent,” which produced—as intended—a laugh. He had 

as possible, and there would be any number of officers in the | confessed at a dinner of the Newspaper Press Fund that he had 

senior ranks to commission them. As to the question of pro-| once sent a joke to Punch which had not been inserted. He 

curing the men before the masts that was a matter of detail. | might now declare that he had not sent this subject for that 
A celebrated general, in responding for the Army, congratu-| cartoon—but it had been inserted. This statement, he was 

lated his colleague upon his very sensible remarks. In these | happy to see, had produced a laugh—as intended. me 

piping days of peace “‘ pace ” was of equal importance to efficiency. Lorp M-y-x thanked them all very much for drinking 

Anyone could font, and the British Army had always been equal | his health. However, he was bound to say, that good as were 

to the occasion. What the Service really wanted was men who | the speeches to which they had just listened, he could have made 

could keep their hunters and enliven garrison society with | far better. 

smart balls and pleasant o parties. It would never do to| SSS 

have the army flooded with youngsters who could scarcely pay | Facilis Descensus. 

for their uniforms. ' 

_ The Marquis of S-1-ss-ry thought the present occasion a | Lorp Rosesery says “his information ’s good” ; 

fitting one for making a clean breast. He entirely agreed with And so, there is no doubt, are his intentions; 

Lord Caarces Beresrorp as to the propriety of seizing Egypt, | But such “ good” things may sometimes pave the road 

and he begged to say that he had lewnly taken steps to carry | To—well, a place politeness never mentions. 

the proposed plan into immediate effect. However, as it was Ri Ee a 

customary to inform Foreign Powers, in the first instance, of any | “ . ? 

step of international importance, perhaps the reporters would| Eccresiastica, Queny.—It is all very well now calling him 

be so good as to let his statement go no farther. is right hon. “Dr. Temptz,” but, when he becomes Archbishop, ought not 

friend, Mr. G., had already stigmatised the Suutan as “the he to be “Dr. Cathedral”? 
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I rancy I 'vE oRIPPLED HER!” 


RETTY WELL. 


ee 


THE OLD PILOT TURNED WRECKER. 


Er-Pilot Bismarck. 


‘*Tuink I TIMED THA 
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Landowner (who has asked some friends over for a day's shooting). ‘Look HERE, You FrLLows, I sHAN’r SHoor To-pay ! 
THE HOUND ONLY OFFERS EIGHTEENPENCE APIECE FOR 


rHIs LETTER FROM MY DEALER, 
ANY PRICE!” 
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A MODERN SPORTSMAN, 








OUR CONDENSED FAIRY TALES. 
(By Special Wire.) 


SEAUTY AND THE BEAstT, OR THE YELLOW 
Dwarr. (By Max MEERBOOM.) 


| Braury young and mere... . limp, 
| out-moded frock . . . lilac cotton... . 
dressed worse on week-days than anyone 
else on Sundays . . . . sisters malaperts 
.. . father flutterpate .. . ace up sleeve, 
heart on it. . . loaded claret and dice. . . 
cheats Beast of large sum . . . refuses to 
leave castle till he gets it . cordially 
invited to remain indefinitely as guest... 
ripping castle . . . terraces and lakes .. . 
guests pick quarrels and flowers. . . clever 
convolvuluses . . . genial geraniums .. . 
prudish primroses . . . served by gilded 
homuncles . . . Beast threading his way 
through the acacias . . . fair daughter. . . 
Cupid’s shaft . . . suitor for her hand... 
non-smoker . . . Beauty refuses. . . not 
wicked enough “J'ai demandée a 
John Lane, et je suis maintenant”. . . 
happy thought . . . fifth of November. . . 
disguise as Yellow Dwarf. . . tangled ac- 
crescency of hair. . . Beast throws away 
his face and reveals his mask . . . capital 
fireworks . . . she smiles forgiveness . . . 
they dance the cockawhoop .. . . vanilla 
rusks, dewberry wine, buns, and bliss . . . 


To a Bard. 


\_rHoucH “ Poeta nascitur” in you, 
see no reasons for congratulation, 
Your verses I have carefully gone through, 
And find they are “non fit” for publi- 
cation. 


A Chance for Spouter, Ranter & Co. 


Mr. Punocu begs to announce that his 
Goose and Turkey Club is now well estab- 
lished. Subscribers are respectfully in- 
formed that by the weekly payment of one 
shilling, they will, by the Ides of March, 
be provided with a complete outfit where- 
with to proceed to Constantinople for the 
expulsion of the Suttan. In considera- 
tion of the enormous benefit which this 
country will derive from the expedition, 
Mr. Punch has reason to believe that the 
Foreign Enlistment Act will be suspended 
for the especial benefit of those taking part 
in it, on condition that they never return. 
Members holding testimonials from Mr. 
Guapstone and Canon Maocooin will be 
allowed ten per cent. discount. 
menians need egely. 


“Tue Chateau of Loo,” where the two 


queens were recently staying, sounds un- 
commonly like a house of cards. Unless 
“Loo” is short for “Louisa,” and if 80, 
who is the Lovisa at whose chateau the 
two queens were staying? By the way, 
asks the quiet gambler singing— 
“Loo! Loo! 

I love you!” 
is there anywhere about a “Chateau of 
Unlimited Loo” ? 


Latest Toast or THE G-nM-N Emp-R-R. 

“In this country we will not to our lips 
raise the ever pernicious champagne of 
France! Proudly, with the fruitful vine- 
yards of the Fatherland before my en- 
larged eyes, do I cry Hock! hock! and 
again, sparkling hock!” 
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JusT HAD 
HARES, AND WON'T BUY MY PARTRIDGES AT 


A STRIKE ON THE BOX. 


Scene—A London Street. Time—During the 
** strained relations.” Driver of Four- 
wheeler discovered, To him enter Would- 
be Fare. 


Would-be Fare. Hi, cabby! 

to the Great Western station. 

Cabby. Very sorry, Sir, but I am afraid 

I can’t. 
Fare. Why not? Are you a stranger? 
Don’t you know the way? 

Cabby. Well, Sir, it isn’t a public place. 

Fare. Not a public place! Why, it’s 

just by Paddington—— 

Cabby. Yes, Sir, I know the locality. 
| But you see, according to a decision, it 
| isn’t a—— 

Fare. What does it matter to me what 

the law is? I want to catch the train! 

Cabby. Well, Sir, if you will jump in, 

I will get as close to it as I can. 

Fare. All right; departure platform. 

Cabby. Very sorry, Sir, but I can’t go 
there. You see, that would be breaking 
|our rules. But I can take you to the 
Edgeware Road. 

Fare. What nonsense! 

Cabby. Well, Sir, we are only doing it 
|for the benefit of the public. If we boy- 
cot the railway stations, the public will 

benefit by it. I am sure I have your sym- 
| pathy Sir? 

Fare. You may have as much sympathy 
| as you like, but as you can’t take me to 
the station, I shall hail a’bus! [Does so. 


Take me 


That won’t do. 








Tue Larest Sentimenta, Sonc.—The 


biker-réle. 














| able accessories, the whiskies-and-soda drinking the pe 
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ABOUT THE RED ROBE. 


A cnanoe has come over the spirit of Managers, and therefore 
of Play ts, as distinguished from Original Dramatiste. The 
Problem 7 ‘and the Ibsenitish Woman, the modern fashion- 


a 
cigarette-amoking, the rude Mey of sharp y folk, 
these are temporarily shelved, and the drama comes again bakers 
us in its romantic phase with a clean bill of health, so “fo that no 
longer will the “Young Person” be excluded from the audi- 


| tonum 


| Scort’s novels dramatised ? 


prise of hauberks and ‘ 


What are the odds against old Drury Lane, after the panto- 
mime carnival is over, returning to the Hauupay times of 
Nothing more likely, unless Dumas, 
or the works of one of the modern Dumas-lings in fiction, be 
chosen for adaptation. ANnTHony Hors—anything but a forlorn 
Hope—Giisert Parker, Stantey Werman, with others, all 
springing up in the same line and deluging us with cavaliers, 


*) 





*“Wuart’s necome or Warino?” 
Robert Browning. 
Why, here he is, disguised as Burglar Gil—the newest hero, law-breaker, 


ird- sharper, liar, picklock, duellist, hypocrite, and bungler ; but false to the 
hand that pays him—never! 


swash-bucklers, French kings, conquerers and _ cardinals! 
Stirring times, too, for the theatrical costumier! Up goes the 
‘flat King Johns!” Then there are new 
ingdoms to be opened to the adventurer, such as Ruritania. 
More work for the costumier and the artistic designer! 
And, what a time for the genuine playwright! 
the original dramatist who invents his own plot; he may get a 
look in now and again; but the playwright who sees what 
stuff there is, in a published story, effectively serviceable for 


Not for 


dramatic pa. His is the chance. He but to read, 
mark, and send in his ecard to the author with “gents own 
materials made up” on it, and if he can but come to terms 


with the gent in question—they are getting a bit wary, 
now—the playwright only has to propitiate the manager, 
and the trek is done. Capitally done, too, is this same 


trick by Adapter Ross, who has performed the operation 


for drama on Stanuey Werman’s romance of Under the 
Red Robe. All the plums are here; Raw A scenes are 
effective; the plot clear as possible ; 


turesquely perfect, and the acting as good aa as it on be. Kaper 








Rose has lost a point in the last act, when the Cardinal and 
Renée ought most certainly to have had a scene together; and 
in this act the dramatic construction is so faulty’ that 
the finish is a foregone conclusion full twenty minutes before 
oe Se Coty and all that while actors and audience are 


“ ny 

o Mr. naa Waaine as Gil de Berault, all say, “thou 
aw’ “the man.” Mr. Vauenrive’s Richelieu is striking, and 
this figure remains in the memory while the others vanish. 
Captain Larolle is a bit of a droll, but is not le réle in 
_— for his own sake, most of us would have preferred to see 

Gyrit Maung. Yet is he uncommonly good, and at the 
Sa wine thy epuneiihg Of the Gndignee. If, in the proposed 
duel, he were yet a bit more serious, for he is meant to 
be plucky enough, he would win on his audience still more 
and the previous foolishness of the character would be condoned 


and oned. As the nameless lieutenant, Mr. Brrnarp 
Govutp is admirable. He is the rough-and- ready soldier of duty 
and honour, straightforward, with in right place. What 


a Marcel in rhe Hees ay oe would not Mr. Beeeuse GovuLp make ! 
Such a Marcel would be worth his weight in 
P s Beet, Miss Wixirrep Emery i Si 
‘ a wy ay —_ ; eee ~ ¥- 
ou yet are y n 
promcney audience with her apg 
nice, and sufficiently fri 
sary evil, is a very di 
Homan Crank. The nal is 
tional effect, that of the Great Gallery in the Cardinal’s P: 
painted by Mr. Harker ay gn $a ear 
the great scene in The Cup at the Lyceum. Everybody con- 
gratulates Messrs Freperick Harrison and Cyrrit Mavupe on 
this most successful commencement of their enterprise at the 
Theatre Royal Haymarket. 


yet fondly loving, 
the actress, who 
iss Eva Moore is 








The Lay of a Decorative Monarch. 
[Before leaving Darmstadt the Czar distributed many Russian decorations. } 
A arpson here, a medal there, 
The Hessians cry “ Nach gut!” 
But to Berlin I send with care 
The Order of the Boot! 








At the Zoo. 


Little Chris (who has just seen the pelicans 
Oh, mamma, come and look at these funny bi 
on their necks ! 


on the first he wee 





Tue Temperance League, whereof the Archbishop-Designate 
¢ Canterbury , et is "title to a = ~— 
the proposition for nging its title to em 
League. The objection to this is that it sounds as though the 
napesen had been made after a vinous dinner in the ward of 
Portsoken 





At Brighton. 
™ They don’t allow anybody on the Chain Pier, now, do 
they 
He. No. It’s the chained pier, now. 


Waar next ?—Mr. Exear’s new cantata having been success- 
ful at the North Staffordshire Musical Festival, King Olaf will 
probably be followed by Queen O’Smile. 








Hooray! No Lack or Water ww Furure.—We1is will be 
used for the suppression of all fires in the Metropolis. May ne 
never run dry! pees 

A Sure Sion or Aurumn.—The fur trade is now in full swing. 
For explanation, see pelico-court reports and latin dictionary. 





Appropriate Foorsatt Fixture ror THe Firra or NovEMBER. 











—A match against Guy’s. 


Ever-pevorep TurTie-poves.—The Aldermen of the City of | 
don. 





Tar Centar or Gravy-tation.—A joint on the spit. 
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AUGUSTE EN ANGLETERRE, 
EDIMBOURG. 


Dear Mister,—Until here I have forgotten of to send to you 

| my notes on the “north grey metropolis,” that I visited at the 

month of July. I regret him much. However, I may say, 

| “ Better too late than never.” It is true that the Scottish say 

that theis country is not comprised in the England, but for we 
other French it is the same thing. 

The first thing that a voyager of to-day sees in a town is not, 
as other times, the gates, the principal streets, and per 
some of the monuments, from the imperial or from the cut of 

| diligence, but the station of the railway. And partout the 
stations are some edifices enough hideous. In effect I think 
that more the town is beautiful, more the station is horrible. 
By example, at Venise! But of all the stations that I have ever 
seen, the station of Waverley at Edimbourg is absolutely, and 
without any doubt, the most hideous, the most horrible, and the 
most unconvenient. Not only that, she is situated au beau 
milieu, at the beautiful middle—and in this case beau is not 
| only an augmentative, but expresses also the beauty—of a city 
whose site 1s ony | remarkable. And not only that, the station 
is actually since longtime in state of reconstruction, and there 
is so little of progress in the works that they have the air of never 
to be finished. One descends from the train, and i iately 
one finds a chaos of planks, of poles, and of scaffoldage, and 
naturally between them some étangs, some pools, without 
number, because the provisory roofs admit the rain who falls 
so often. The voyager falls also. There is no more of quay, 
nor of office, nor of room of wait, nothing but some miserable 
sheds, at somae enormous distances one from the other, almost 
some kilométres, which he must to traverse & pas de course, at 
step of course, in leaping by above the planks, the poles, and 
the pools—a veritable “steplechase.” And all that in follow- 
ing a scottish factor, facteur, who speaks not english! C'est 
| assommant ! 
Eh well, I arrive to this charming station, and when I have 
| enough admired her, I go to one of the hotels in the Prince 
Street. I leave my baggages, and, the rain having ceased, I 
make a little promenade the long of the street. Truly she is 
admirable, as street, resembling a little to the Rue de Rivoli, 
houses of one side, gardens of the other, but much more pic- 
| turesque. The blow of the eye of the castle on the rock is 
| superb, and the gardens are charming. But all is spoilt by the 
| horrible railway im the valley. Quel dommage, what damage! 
| After the dinner at the hotel—pas grand’chose en effet, not 
| great thing in effect—I walk myself of new, and I seek some 
| divertisement for the evening. Pas de café, not of coffee, not 
of music, not of promenade, nothing! In fine I arrive to a 
‘music hall.” A la bonne heure! See there the place for to 
| study the music of the Scottish, the “bagpips.” I enter im- 
| mediately and I rest some time. Figure to yourself, Mister 
| Punch, that there, in the principal hall of music of the scottish 
| metropolis, one finds absolutely not one sole “bagpip”! The 
orchestra, the songs, the music, the assistance, are precisely 
| as in England—perhaps a little more sad, if that can himself. 
All desolated and fatigued I return to the hotel, and I couch 
myself. For to sleep? I hope it. Attendez! 
Agree, &c., 


SHOWS IN ACTION. 


Dear Mr. Puncou, — Monte Cristo, the new ballet founded 
upon Dumas’ romance, is a distinct success at the Empire. It 
| is true that about two-thirds (or even three-fourths, or perhaps 

nine-tenths) of it is spectacle, and the remainder story. But 
for all that, the plot is the guinea stamp and the dancing is 
the entertainment (as Burns would say), “for all that and all 
that.” However, as one triumpn makes many, another pro- 
duction on the same lines may be confidently expected before 
the close of the present century. If there is any difficulty about 
a scenario, I can give one. How would this do? 


THE THREE MUSKETEERS. 
Founded upon the celebrated Story by Alexandre Dwmas, Pére.) 


The three soldiers meet. They go to sleep and dream a dream. 

Dream.—Grand French ballet. Dance of early Normans. 
Bretonne Pas de Quatre. Parade of the Empire, with dresses 
of the period. The armies of France past and present. Military 
manoeuvres. Knights in silver and gold armour. Muketeers. 
Comic pas seul by Mr. Witt Bisnop as D’Artagnan. The 
soldiers of to-day. Reception of the Czar in Paris. Grand 
finale with electric lights. 


AUGUSTE. 
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ON THE NINTH. 
Freddy. ‘‘ AND DO THEY HAVE A NEW Lorp Mayor Every YEAR, 
MumMie ?” Mother. ‘‘ Yes, DEAR.” 


Freddy. ‘‘THEN WHAT Do THEY DO WITH THE OLD Lond Mayors 
WHEN THEY 'VE DONE WITH 'EM?” 








The three musketeers awake. They express surprise at the 

magnificence of the tableau. Curtain. 
ere, that would do nicely. I feel sure that Mr. Gronor 

Epwarpes, with the aid of Madame Karri Lanner and talented 
assistants, could do wonders with such a theme. Let him try 
when the attractive powers of Monte Cristo are exhausted. 

And now, Mr. Punch, allow me to subscribe my name 

Yours, well pleased, ERPSICHORE. 


NEW MUZZLING ORDER. 
By P.C. Punch. 
Notice.—Since faction much the public fogs, 
If there’s not silence soon among our shouters, 
We'll have to take the muzzles off our dogs, 
And clap them on our noisy party spouters. 











Suienut Correction. —“ You must march with the times,” 


observed the eloquent Mr. Dickens, Q.C., when trying to obtain 
a license for a promenade at a music hall. Excellent argument, 
only, when he repeats it next year, for “ march” let him sub- 
stitute “ promenade,” and there he is! 


A Broapway Lxprep!—That promenade must be an uncom- 
monly wide one when processions of men “from all walks of life” 
were able to march dong it during recent election excitement 
in the States. 


River Mem.—The inhabitants of Putney are clamouring for 


a lock. Mr. Punch wishes them all suecess, but begs to point 
out that a new quay is also badly needed. 
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FIRST PERSON SINGULAR. 


Algernon Cowcombe. ‘‘Oun, | KNOW THE MAN WELL—A CAPABLE FELLOW, BUT, IN MY OPINION, AN INVETERATE Eaoist.” 
Miss Pinkney. ‘‘ Do YOU DISTINGUISH THEN BETWEEN AN EcoisT AND AN Ecotist?!” 
A. C. ‘““Uxpousrepty, THE DISTINCTION If SUBTLE, BUT WELL MARKED——” 


Miss P. ‘‘THen WHICH ARE you?” 








, IND WIOk student can easily pocket any two of them, honestly, of course 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. carrying them with less discomfort than he would a small 
Wen you see before you an attractive-looking volume, | Cigar-case or note-book, and during his travels he will have 
brought out by the combined efforts of Messrs. Hopper and | in his pocket two delightful travelling-companions, ever ready 
StTovucwTon, as though StroveuTon couldn’t have ventured upon | to converse with him when others are silent, always instruc- 
such a proceeding without Hopper, or any Hodder man, nor | tive, ever suggestive, never for one second dull. “A most con- 
Hooper, which, of course, is hodder still, without the assistance of | venient and invaluable series,” quoth the Baron. . 

Stroventon, and when you see that the author of the book in A more picturesque, dramatically-tragic, that is, as far as 
question is Mr. H. W. Lucy, our Tony, or, we may boldly assert, | concerns the first part of the story, and altogether more ab- 
the Tosy, without whom in the Gallery no Parliament is perfect sorbingly interesting novel than Taquisara it would be difficult to 
you will settle yourself down in an easy chair, giving ycurself | find, even among the works of its author, Mr. Marton Craw- 
as much time as ible for the perusal of what apparently is a | FORD. He is thoroughl at home in Italy; he knows it and 
novel in one volume, entitled, The Miller’s Niece, but which | its society, from the highest to the lowest, better than CHaRies 
turns out to be a volume of tales (“ Toby’s Tales ””—an excellent | Lever knew Ireland, and as well as Carterton knew Irish 
title!) writ by the accomplished raconteur aforesaid. The | peasant life. The author has created a charming heroine, the 
Miller’s Niece is the first of oe stories, told with such graphic | Princess Veronica. The portrait sketch of Cardinal Campo- 
touches when dealing with mere accessories, as forcibly to re-| donico is admirable. The journey of the Princess by rail and 


mind you of Dickens at his lightest and best. The dramatic | road, and the sketches of the peasantry, are rare examples of 


situation in The Miller’s Niece is akin to that in the Erckmann- | picturesque descriptive-writing. The reader feels it to the 
Chatrian story of “Le Juif Polonais.” Mathias, in the latter, | work of a truthful, simple, and sympathetic writer. There is a 
is hypnotised, and rehearses his crime in action; in this, the | strangely powerful scene of death and marriage; but how all 
Miller, walking in his sleep, does precisely the same thing. It ends, whether happily or not, it is not for me to reveal ; it is for 
may occur to some that the story would have been more perfect | the reader to discover. Only one question arises, and that is 
had it not been completed. But—quite good enough as it is.| of fact. But probably Mr. Marton Crawrorp has consulted 
The story of the Colonel is charming. The Baron’s only regret | the highest authorities, and has satisfied his own literary con- 
is, that this rough-and-ready “true grit” man should ever have | science. If “the essence of marriage is consent,” with or with- 
been presented at Court, and should have so far been influenced | out witnesses, with or without ecclesiastical benediction, then 
by snobbism as to belittle his dear niece Kitty's hand by a | what becomes of the difficulty he has imagined? Thus: A. and 
flunkeyish comparison. One of the best is “From the Chapel | B. agree to be married. If A., meaning to marry B., accident- 
Roof.” If after the exertions of the day you have only a short | ally takes C.’s hand, while a third yy » priest or layman, =. 
time left you before dressing for dinner, read the last-named | nounces the words of union, surely A. is not married to C.! 
story, and tell it to your convives as your own experience. However, apart from this, the novel, published by Messrs. Mac- 

The Temple Shakspeare is now completed by the publication | MILLAN, 18 delightful, and its perusal is a real recreation. _At 
of the sonnets. There is no better small edition of the Divine | least, so thinks and says Tue Baron ve B.-W. 
Witutam’s entire works, plays, poems, and sonnets, with 
erudite prefaces, practical glossaries, and most useful notes, 
than is issued by 


ing themselves 

















Nore sy Our Own Irrepressis_te Joker (again bailed out).— 
Messrs. Dent & Co., Aldine House, avail- | The French authorities have released Tynan, and they would 
the “Cambridge ” edition, by kind permission | also like to re-lease their Government to the people for an in- 
of Messrs. Macuiitan and W. Atpis Wricut. The Shakspearian | definite period. St. Petersburg and Moscow papers please copy. 
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COLUMBIA’S CHOICE. 


CotumBia (to Presipent McKinzey). “AH, YOU ARE THE MAN FOR ME!” 
SHabE or Wasurinoton. “I CONGRATULATE YOU, MY DEAR! ‘SOUND MONEY’ IS THE BEST POLICY!” 
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WE HOPE IT IS NOT TOO 


LATE TO suGGEsT A Motor Lorp Mayor's CARRIAGE FOR THE NINTH. 








CLIPPINGS FROM THE “CUY FAWKES 
CAZETTE.” 


Tue cycling mania having now taken 
firm hold of the fashionable world of 
it is expected that there will be a 
meet on the 5th at Hampstead Heath, 


when many effigies of light and leading | 


will be moun on boneshakers of the 


| most elegant and combustible description. 


| tion of it, expects that every guy 
| will do his duty. 


Guys, 
5.40 p.m. next Thursday 
selves worthy of the noble name of 
“scorcher,” and let us have a record de- 
monstration. Quit you like men of straw, 
and explode for all you are worth! Eng- 
land, or, at any rate, the juvenile ula- 

is dag 
Great anticipations are being enter- 
tained of the forthcoming procession of 


| auto-guys on their motor cars. Fancy or 


| court dress will 


be worn, and it is recom- 


| mended that, for the sake of uniformity, 


the participants shall each adopt the re- 
gulation cocked hat, with or without 


| feathers, and a sword of lath. There will 
| be a light collation of squibs at the start, 
| and the run to Clapham Common will be 


accompanied with crackers and catharine- 


wheels. 


I wear that the carnival and masked 
ball to be given this year at Lewes will be 
unusually brilliant. All the prominent 


| county magnates have promised to be pre- 
| sent in effigy, and they are looking forward 


| slung on two 


to quite a warm reception. There will be 
several interesting débutantes, who, I am 
told, will completely dazzle all beholders. 


No guy of any pretensions to taste and 
breeding should omit a visit to Mr. 
Fawkes, the costumier, of Rag Fair. He 
has an extensive assortment of well-ven- 
tilated costumes and outfits, and is reall 
unrivalled in the delicate art of tane-eat 
ding. With a broomstick and a bundle 
of old newspapers he will work wonders 
with the most hopeless case. 

Tue open-air palanquin is the mode just 
about this time. It consists of a kitchen 
chair, which need not have any bottom, 
les. The occupant is 


| then securely tied on, and the whole turn- 


| out presents a striking appearance. 


Pos- 
sibly guys of a retiring nature might ob- 


uys, | 


ject to the crowd of admirers which this 
orm of conveyance invariably attracts, 
but I fancy most effigies are accustomed to 
ong = of publicity, and would, I think, 
humdrum, career. 


| Tr is not improbable that the Sultan of 
TURKEY, amongst other celebrities, will 


don’t forget to light up at | 
! ve your- | 


a > 
“Turkish Delight ! ” 
be represented at this year’s festivities, 
as his Majesty has now achieved a high 
degree of popularity in guy circles, and 
no re-union is conaldeoed’ to be complete 
without him. 








THE CAB STRIKE. 
Cabby sings :— 
Srriks, strike, strike |— 
I’m forced to go out, yer see ; 


But I would that my tongue might utter 
The oaths that om in me. 


Oh, well for the omnibus cad, 

That he shouts “Bank, Bank,” all day! 
Tis well for the tram-car . 

As he climbs to the roof for pay! 


And the privileged cabs go on 
To St. Pancras or Ludgate Hill ;— 
But, oh, for the crack of my unused whip! 
And the sound of my wheels that are 
still ! 
Strike, strike, strike !— 
But there ’s one thing that strikes me, 
That there isn’t nothing to strike about, 
And the game is all U P. 











Wuere tHe Corn rincues.—Now, at 
| the baker’s shop. 





isappointed with a longer, but more | 


=SPORTIVE SONGS, 


A Jilted Lover at Folkestone vents his feelings on 
the first day of the week, 


On Sunday morning, smartly » 
| You join the frou-frou on the Lees ; 
Your little sins are all confessed, 
Your mind must surely be at ease! 
| I wonder if, when gai your shrift, 
You vows for better conduct made, 
Or into worldliness redrift, 

On Church Parade ? 


Sackcloth and ash are not for you, 
Nor mortifying of the flesh ; 
Your hat is decked with peacock blue, 
Your rosy tints are pure and fresh ; 
Your varnished boots, your curling 


fringe, ; 

Reveal the prowess of your maid ; 

Of conscience you have not a twinge 
On Church Parade! 


The sermon may your soul have vext 
With diatribes, and yet. 

I’ll bet you not know the text, 
The preacher’s moral quite forget ! 

Denunciation of the waa 

» by listened to all ee y’d, ‘ 
ut ae upon your cushion cur 
For Church Parade! 


Sun-kissed, you scarcely look upon 
That glittering wild of tossing wave, 

But in your heart give Dn and con. 
Of how to make another slave. 

That dapper captain from the camp 
Falls to the ambush deftly laid ; 

An aide-de-camp he now must tramp 

On Church Parade! 


On me your glances do not waste, 
Too well I know those cruel eyes 
That welcome with such ardent haste 
Each victim as he loves and dies! 
One time I paid you constant court, 
But now I call a spade a spade. 

I wish you'll know none other sort 
Of Church Parade! 


dressed 








At the Paper-Chase. 


Master (to most energetic 
| has suddenly tailed off). My 


what ’s the matter ? . Onl 

Hound (exhibiting torn ° y 
| this, that among the scent T bows found 
| the remains of a very private letter which 
I wrote last night to the sister of one of 
the hares [Left disconsolate. 





who 








| 
| 


hound 
dear fellow, | 


| 
| 
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THE FIFTH OF NOVEMBER. 


A LARGE ASSORTMENT OF GUYS, SUITED TO ALL POLITICAL TASTES—SPECIALLY DESIGNED AND MANUFACTURED—MAY BE HAD ON 


APPLICATION 





ROUNDABOUT READINGS. 


ng some Lette rs from Mr. Roundabout to his Nephe w at Cambridge, 
and to Others.) 
No. 1, ~Or Retations —-Or Camenipeg in Octonrr—Or Youtu 


AWE 


My pear Jacx,—I promised to write to you as soon as I got 
back to London, and here is the letter. I noticed that, when 
I spoke of writing with such haste, you looked at me with some 
curiosity. Naturally, you wondered what more I could have to 
say to you after we had spent the best part of three days to- 
gether in Cambridge, and after I had, as it must have seemed to 
you, exhausted all that even a prosy uncle can have to say to 
a nephew just embarked upon his freshman’s voyage. But 
honestly, Jack, I think you will find when you cast back in 
your memory that, though we talked a great deal, I did not 
speak much of the place, nor did I try to depress your bubbling 
spirits with any weight of avuncular advice. I did, indeed, ask you 
te remember that you were a Rounpasovt, and that in all things 
that concerned the bearing of a man you could have no better 
guide and example than your memory of your father, one of the 
best. and seeantiies as he was one of the truest and most loyal 
men that ever lived. He was my brother, and I loved him. 
That sounds a simple and a natural thing to say—but is it so? 
Is it not too often the case that such a relationship—and, in 
truth, almost any relationship, save that between child and 
parent—-is a barrier rather than a link? Courtesy and tolerance 
there may be, but affection is a different matter. However, 
all that is not to the point. What I wanted to say was this: 
When I was with you in that dear old town I meant to talk to 
you—my heart was full, but the thoughts were ill-defined, and 
the words would not come. Don’t tear up this letter under 
the impression that it’s going to be what we used to call a 
“pi-jaw.” It isn’t; but the sight of Cambridge once more, 
and in your company, affected me strangely, and, in short, I 
want to write to you, my dear boy, and free my heart. 

I was glad to go with you, and to see you make your start. 
It refreshes an old chap to plunge into that sea of young faces, 
to hear the old familiar sounds, the footsteps hurrying arcoss 
the court at night, the bells ringing to hall or chapel—you carp 
at the bells, now, no doubt, but you don’t know how instantly 
and vividly they brought back a troop of old delightful associa- 
tions to me. It was as if a curtain had been drawn, and the 
inexorable years had rolled back, and I wandered, a freshman 


AND Or BEDMAKERS AND Uyps. 





ro Our ARTIB8T. 


APPLY EARLY! 














once more, and with all the proud awe of a freshman, through 
these ancient sacred haunts. Every bell told its story and 
brought back a well-known face till the court was peopled again 
with my friends, and the tumble-down staircases resounded to 
their calls. Across the gulf of years I heard them plainly, and 
for a moment I lived again the old gay, free, enchanted life as 
though nothing had been changed, and fate had not scattered 
us all irrevocably to the four winds of heaven. We were much 
the same, I take it, as you and your fellows are now—more 
prim, it may be, in our costume, less addicted to cloth caps, 
but in all essentials, in our spirits, our manners, and in our 
youth we must have been as you are. And yet, till I saw you 
all in chapel that evening, I never realised how gloriously young 
we were in spite of the emphatic manhood which we had as- 
sumed with our caps and gowns. As you and I came from 
chapel, a half mist lay wrapped round the court and its grey 
pinnacles and towers, and the lights twinkled away into the 
distance while the throng of youngsters moved along. That 
was Cambridge in October. They may talk as they like about 
the May Term, when the days grow long and the skies are 
clear, and the avenues are rich in the freshness of their leaves, 
but to me Cambridge in the October Term is the real Cam- 
bridge. Then better than at any other time, in those long 
»venings when the darkness comes down and blurs the outlines, 
or when the moon lays a soft and hazy light on the gateways 
and lawns and fountains, you seem to get that impression of 
vague mystery that lingers about old buildings, the feeling of 
hoary and venerable tradition renewed by abounding youth, 
of tottering age refreshed by strenuous life and vigour. That 
is the Cambridge of my dreams, and that to me is the real 
Cambridge. 

And what, after all, are thirty years? To you looking forward 
their length seems infinite, incalculable. You think that when 
you shall have accomplished them you will be a broken-down old 
fellow, with all your joy, your keenness, your exuberance thrust 
away into the past, with only a few melancholy years still left 
to you for the living of a grooved and humdrum existence. But 
to me, as I look back to my freshman’s day, they seem as a 
wind that has blown and touched my cheek in passing, and 
life still seems full and fresh and delightful. We realise advanc- 
ing age by starts and surprises. A twinge in the back, a stiff- 
ness in the knee-joint—what are these? A spin in an out- 
rigger, a bout with the foils will soon chase them. But they 
are not c so easily, and in the morning, when you stand 
at your looking-glass confessional, and do penance with your 
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Rector. ‘‘ Now, WHAT YOU WANT, MY GOOD MAN, Is OXYGEN, 
Giles (brightening up). ‘‘LAW Now, 18 IT, SIR? AN’ THANKYE 
I'LL ASK FOR IT OVER TO THE ‘THREE TuNs.’” 





PLENTY OF OXYGEN.’ 


KINDLY. I CAN'T SAY AS I EVER TASTED THAT BORT O' GIN, BUT 





razor, you may notice a gray patch or so where formerly all was 
black or brown, and the little network of lines that many 
years of repeated smiles have stamped about your eyes. And 
the youngsters treat you with a deference that is almost dis- 
agreeable, though you would think them unmannerly if they 
abandoned it. You are no longer slapped heartily on the back, 
your ribs receive no more familiar digs, and you marvel as 
you watch two of your nephew’s friends chasing and tripping, 
and disarranging and battering one another, with shouts of 
langhter as though nothing in the whole world could be so 
amusing as to bruise or be bruised by a familiar friend. Still, 
we are nct old—shall we ever be ?—and when we meet together, 


a8 we sometimes do, at festivals and celebrations, we are apt | 


to say, with Orrver Wenpe.tt Homes, 


Has there any old fellow got mixed with the boys ? 
If there has, take him out without making a noise. 


If you are not acquainted with the works of this kind and 
friendly American, get them at once and read them. You will 
find in them a truer refreshment and a serener wisdom than in all 
the ponderous volumes of the philosophers. And here let me ob- 
serve, by way of parenthesis, that when I was in Cambridge, I saw 
my old bedmaker and my gyp. My dear Jack, bedmakers and gyps 
never grow older. Something there must be in their occupa- 
tions that keeps them immovably fixed at a certain point of 
life. These two familiar faces were not altered by a single line 
from my memory of them. Mrs. Wriciey’s well-worn shaw! 
hung on its accustomed nail, the same shawl, to all outward 
appearance, that used always to stray mysteriously into coal- 
boxes or cupboards. Her voice was the same. She came to 
greet me, bearing the same old tin dish-cover in one hand, 
and the same piece of cracked crockery in the other, and she 
still complained that Cambridge was not what it used to be, 
and that two brass fardens would cover all that was spent daily 
in food upon her staircase. She will never change and never 
le. Someday she will cease to be. A company of ghostly 
bedmakers will come on an evening when her work is done and 


| Spirit her away to a place where there are no tables to be laid 
and no to be made, and where there are no tradesmen’s 
boys to offer her any impudent suggestions. 
Good-bye, my dear boy. Your affectionate uncle, 
Rosert Rounpapovut. 


A Word to Wrangling Leaders. 


It is not much use to sneer or to hiss, 
It is foolish and futile to froth and foam! 
And were it not well—at a time like this 
To wash dirty (party) linen at home ? 


Innoeica, ConpemNnation. — Experiments with the Zalinski 
pneumatic gun were recently tried at Milford Haven, which is 
a haven all very nice for Cymbeline’s Imogen, but not for a quiet 
visitor when gun practising is going on, and the result was that 
the Zalinski gun made only one hit out of seventeen rounds. 
So, observed a naval correspondent in the Globe, “the gun can- 
not be considered a success.” Ahem! But suppose Mr. 

| Winkie Snoperass Zatinski, out with a shooting party, nit 
| only one partridge in seventeen shots, would every one at once 
| declare that the fault lay with the weapon, and not with Mr. 
Wixkie Snoperass Zauinski? Of course, Zatinski himself 
would say so, just as Mr. Winkie, not shooting, remarked 
about his skates. Probably the gun is not a success, but this 
decision is not to be arrived at by the reasoning aforesaid. 


Fresx Water anp New Name.—Works to purify the River 
Ure were recently inaugurated by Lord Riron, Marquis and 
Mayor. It is to be hoped that they are of those “ good works” 
which do not go unrewarded. And when the river — 
shall begin to run afresh its new course, let its name be c nged 
to what sounds ordinarily like a tu-quoque retort, and be called 
“Ure Another,” which it will be, quite another. 
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THE LANGUAGE OF SPORT. 


! WHat tHr——! 


‘WHERE THE- 


Wao tHe——'!!! Wavy tHe——!!!!” 


DARBY JONES ON TURF MATTERS. 


Honourgp Sir,—You and your readers 
must now, indeed, be callous as to the 
upheaval in the price of cereals. While 
believing that the ever-resourceful Tom 
Cannon might fire an unexpected shot at 
the last moment, I nevertheless boldly 
proclaimed the probable victory of W ink- 
field’s Pride in the Cambridgeshire. And 
of course it came off, as easily as does the 
gold foil of a champagne flask at the hands 
of an expert. Nevertheless, I frankly 
confess that I was fairly puzzled by the 
way in which Mr. J.C. Sunsivan’s chest- 
nut colt was knocked about (metaphori- 
cally) a few days before the contest. With 
tears of anguish I remember that on the 
previous Friday I twice refused to take 
£1,000 to £5 about the Irishman’s chance ! 
Think of that, honoured Sir! By my 
egregious weakness with regard to my own 
powers of divination, I have probably de- 
prived myself of a glorious Winter of Con- 
tent. Not but that sundry shekels have | 
been added to the wallet which I carry in | 
my pistol pocket, but I missed the grand 
coup. the Austerlitz or Waterloo of the 
racing campaign, owing to the plausible | 
pleading of a “ Fly-flat.” No more piti- | 
able creature exists than this. He is, to! 
borrow a simile from the Wizard of the 
North, the Dugald Dalgetty of modern | 
chivalry. Always thinking that he knows | 
better than anyone else, and but too eager — 











to take advantage of the failings of 
others, he is invariably captured and 
stripped of all his ssions before he is 
well aware of the Rect. And yet by such 
a Braggart, who professed to know a 
Stable Secret, an old Campaigner was in 
duced to abstain from raking in the plun- 
der, which none-too-kind Fortune had 
again placed at his disposal. I therefore im- 
plore all noblemen and gentlemen to take 
warning by my woeful example, and avoid 
the “ Fly-flat” as they would immature 
whiskey, or tickets in a Hamburg lottery 
He is pretty easy to recognise, and must 
on no account be mistaken for “ One of 
the Boys,” or that candidate for a paulo- 
post-futurum workhouse, the harmless, 
but perhaps necessary, “Mug.” The “ Fly- 
flat” is not only dangerous to himself, 
but his existence is inimical to others. 
That I should have been entrapped by his 
specious birdlime proves that even a Solon 
might be deceived by oaths, considerably 
more veracious in quality than those em- 
ployed in her Majesty’s Courts of Equity 
and Justice. Yes, Sir, even the most 
knowing birds are occasionally “ twigged.” 
For instance, Mr. Artuvr Coventry, 
after despatching large fields of silken 
jackets with faultless celerity, had to 
return home on the Cambridgeshire day 
minus his well-appointed, and, I doubt 
not. well-lined, overcoat. 

Newmarket is, I take it, the Metropolis 
of the racing world, and the Jockey Club 





must be the equine Houses of Lords and 
Commons rolled into one, while always in 
the Birdcage flit hither and thither the 
most radiantly-clad bi that ever de- 
lighted the eyeballs man. Neverthe- 
less, it seems to me that the Jockey Club, 
Monarchs and Masters of all they survey, 
resemble that old lady who, on arriving 
at forked roads, was undecided as to her 
course of travel. Either the Jockey Club 
wants to keep its meetings Select, and 
available only for the Honoured Few who 
form Upper-Ten Society, or else it desires 
to attract to the Heath the Many who are 
not slow to repay Considerate Hospitality 
with £ s. d. ff the former be the object 
of the Club, it is as s as were the 
Japanese ironclads in the late far Eastern 
war. If the latter, I, with all humility, 
aver that the Stewards go the wrong way 
to work. 

I believe that the eminent firm of Brr- 
TRAM cater for the unseen, but always 
craving, inner man, both at Newmarket 
and Kempton Park. I will guarantee that 
were Messrs. Jonn and WiL11aM examined 
before a Select Committee of Turfites, 
they could point out the horrible gulf of 
non-accommodation which is placed be- 
tween the Jockey Club Show at New- 
market and that so sagaciously governed 
by Mr. 8S. H. Hype from his Elizabethan 
Castle by the Thames. Indeed, honoured 
Sir, I fancy that you yourself might give 
valuable testimony, for, if my waning eye- 
sight did not deceive me, I could swear 
that an aristocratic gentleman who 
lighted his choice Havana with a five- 

und note after the victory of Vesuvian 
in the Dewhurst Plate, was none other 
than mon rédacteur princier. My know- 
ledge of the Gallic tongue is, I may add, 
mainly derived from a French marquis, 
who stood to win £20,000 ever Omnium 
II., and borrowed the cash necessary for 
the return journey to his native land from 

Your trustful adherent, 
Darpsy Jones. 

P.S.—Next week I shall have Some- 
thing on Toast for you and yours. There 
should be many a Christmas Turkey in my 
information. Was that indeed you, hon- 
oured Sir ? 

[We hasten to resent Danny Jonne’s insinua- 
tion. In the first place, we were not at Newmarket, 
but at the Foreign—never mind. Secondly, we 
could not be euilty of such asinine conduct as that 
described. The individual referred to must have 
been D. J.’s friend, the “ Fly-flat.”—Ep. ] 








Chorus for the New Anti-Jingoism. 


We used to back the Turk, 
But we’re weary of that work, 
Our old policy is shifting as an opal. 
We'll skedaddle from the Nile, 
Just to make the Frenchmen smile, 
And the Russians now may take Con-stan- 
ti-no-ple ! 





Bravo, Sype~nam!—The Directors of 
the Crystal Palace announce that next 
year all their efforts will be devoted to the 
celebration of the sixtieth year of the 
Queen’s reign. The splendid building is. 
without doubt, the best conservatory © 
Her Masesty’s good deeds, which have 
never ceased to blossom since the exhibi- 
tion of 1851 proved how foolish it was for 
foreigners to throw stones at our great 
national glass house. 





Tue REASON WHY WE HAVE HAD 80 MUCH 
Wer Weartner. — Because the Sun was 





locked up at the Chinese Embassy. 
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